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On our return home, my guest definitely hinted that before her visit was over she would have a great surprise for me; and, sure enough, on the following Saturday she came down to breakfast waving a letter triumphantly in the air. "Now see what I have done for my sceptical hostess," she cried. "I have arranged for you to meet the President. After that I know you will rave over him as much as I do." Continuing, she said: "I wrote to him and said I was only in Washington for a brief time; that I had worked for him during tie campaign, and was an ardent admirer, and could I bring a friend and just pay my respects to him at the office. Here is a letter from Mr. Tumulty giving me an appointment for two o'clock today, and I will take you." "Not if I know it," was my unappreciative answer. "I have lived in Washington seventeen years and never been inside the White House. Why should I bother a tired, busy man to shake hands with me? I would feel like an idiot going in there." "Are you really serious?" she asked incredulously. "And do you mean you will not take me down there?" "Of course I will take you down, and ride round the block while you go in. I have tickets to take you to the matinee at Poll's, so it will fit in beautifully."
To her disgust I stuck to my plan, and conveyed her, in her best bib and tucker, to the steps of the Executive Offices; then circled the block, as far as Fifteenth Street, where the crossing policeman always held up the traffic for me, allowing me to cross, and giving me a salute.
While my sister-in-law is making her momentous call may I relate a little story about this same crossing police official? He had been stationed for years at Fifteenth Street and Pennsylvania Avenue. I was the first woman in Washington to own and drive an electric car and this policeman constituted himself my special protector and guide. So we had become firm "bowing acquaintances". I did not even know his name until years later when I was living in the White House. There I got a pathetic letter from him, recalling the many times he